AN OPEN LETTER TO MY DADDY ANEM 

(a non-poem) 

| | | | | upfromsumdirt 


maaaan, i really wish yall'da made 
a world for yall then and not one 
for us today, because 
all of our tomorrows are borrowed. 

i really wish yall'da fought for land 
(mississippi, georgia, florida, 'bama) 
places to farm and fort and export... 
a Black America on map, 
an african american Writ Of Existence. 

maaaaan, with a land your own 
yall coulda built a car company, 
"university" universities 
without the need for culturally 
enabling signifiers. coulda built 
museums and rockets 
and slums as low-end shelter 
and not slums as black-face-hiders. 

yall coulda built a wall 
to stall the racists, a gall divider, 
green parks and industrial dumps 
all ours... maaaaan, but naawww... 

oppression turnt us into pacifists 
and dream-merchants with new 
access to pension plans... but 
no places for us to go in a pinch 
when those with the most rights 
are unruly. 

point blank: 
i wanna die a surprise 
and not die the price 
for equality 
insufficiently funded. 

maaaan, i recognize yall did yall's best 
teaching us to trust a system 
not built to embrace us. but 
that was wrong. 

and i dont want my own son 
singing this samosong 
in his letters to me. 







Eshu shakes the shit outta upfromsumdirt until meteorites, 
dominoes, and adinkra symbols fall out his skull; the colluvial 
debris is often mistaken as "the written word" and brothadirt 
takes the credit. 
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